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old. Wo had hoped to get over tho mountain, to Castel-a-maro, but did not venture. Wo rowed back, and so to Naples, where wo all arrived about half-past H, very tired, not having eaten since 7 A.M. On Thursday wo packed up. On Friday set out for Komo. I havo no sort of affectionate fooling towards Naples.
Wo are settled hero in very comfortable apartments—six rooms, kitchen, servants' room, and house-tops—for thirty Hcudi tho month, i.f. about 17. 11«. tho week. They are clean mid airy [in tho Via llabuino], a few doors from tho Wilber-force.s and K. .Neate. And now what can I say of Homo, but that it is tho first of; cities, and that all I over saw are but as du.st (even clear Oxford inclusive) compared with its majesty and glory ? Is it possible that so sorcno and lofty a place is tho cage of unclean creatures'? I will not believe it till 3! havo evidence of it. In St. Peter's yesterday, in St. John Lateran to-day, I havo felt quite abused, chiefly by their enormous size, added to tho extreme accuracy and grace of thoir proportions, which make one feol little and contemptible. Fancy, I havo been at tho Coliseum, havo stood in tho Forum, havo mounted tho Capitol, havo crossed tho Tiber, and live in tho Campus Murtiua, and yot I havo scarcely begun to see tho city. The approach to Komo from. Naples is very striking. 3t is through ancient towns, full of ruin, along the Via Appia ; then you come to the Pontino Marshes ; then, about fourteen miles from Rome, to a wild, woody, rocky region ; then through tho Campngna a desolate Hat, the homo of malaria. It is a fit approach to a city which has been the scone of Divine judgments. After a time isolated ruins come to viow, of monuments, arches, aqueducts, Tho flat waste goes on ; you think it will newer have done ; miles on miles tho ruins continue. At length tho walls of Home appear ; you pass through them ; you find tho city shrunk tip into a third of the space enclosed. In tho twilight you pass buildings about which you cannot guo«H wrongly. This must bo tho Coliseum ; thoro is tho Arch of Constantino. You are landed at your inn ; night falls, and you know nothing more till next morning.
Mcwch 9.
Still no letters from you via Naples ; HO T havo learned to cloHpair. I only want to know ono thing—that you are all well, and that I am not wanted, I go on acting and planning with tho notion that any moment I may be summoned backautifttlly cool titwl switit, Tlin rtH'ks ultovtn »ro 1,000 or l,rjOO ft»ot high, W» w«m |mrt4cttil»rly pli<m*<nl with thw look of thw jjopulfttion. All Wi*r« «w iwmt mui o Thftrcs wius not a l»ul atttntl in the wtwlw |4«*i»» nnd tlu«y
